DAVID

SHIELDS
Autobiography as Criticism, Criticism as Autobiography "Okay, okay, okay, we get it: you stutter and so, irredeemably self conscious, you're devoted to yourself as a subject, also as a symbolic subject, even as some sort of featured player in a collage movie. Don't you finally want to get outside yourself? Isn't that finally what this has to be about, getting beyond the blahblahblah of your endless?"
Yes, yes, a thousand times yes. Or, rather, yes and no. I want to get past myself, of course I do, but the only way I know how to do this is to ride along on my own nerve endings; the only way out is deeper in; the only portraits I'm really interested in are self-portraits as well. I'm just trying to be honest here.
I'm drawn to writers who appear to have Heisenberg's Uncertainty "Criticism demands of the critic a terrible nakedness; a real critic has no one but himself to depend on. He can never forget that all he has to go by, finally, is his own response, the self that makes and is made up of such responses, and yet he must regard that self as no more than the instrument through which the work of art is seen, so that the work of art will seem everything to him and his own self nothing/'
?Randall Jerrell "The crucial art of the essay lies in its perpetrator's masterful control over his own self-exposure. We may at times be embar rassed by him, but we should never feel embarrassed for him. He must be the ringmaster of his self-display. He may choose to bare more than he can bear (that is where the terror comes in), but he must do the choosing, and we must feel that he is doing it.
There is a moment in every love affair when the participants risk everything by revealing themselves to each other?a moment of decisive self-revelation, when one person, yielding up her weakest point, exposes her jugular (as wolves do, in surrender), and the other meets the challenge by accepting the offered knowledge and perhaps giving up something in return. All great autobiographical essays contain such moments, moments at which we are made the recipients of information so threatening to the author's integrity, so revealing of her own sense of her weaknesses, that we could destroy her if we misused it. She depends on our love (or, if that is insufficient, then on our distance) to protect her."
?Wendy Lesser
My impulse is always to read form as content, style as meaning; to push the book toward abstraction, toward doubleness, toward seventeen types of ambiguity. The book is always, in some sense, stutteringly, about its own language. I'm always framing myself and the author as the lone founts of dark wisdom; I'm always the expo nent of airy despair; I never touch ground. "Metaphysical" is big. In my formulation, the subject of the book is never what it appears to be. I frequently say that the book is seen to be about X when really it's about Y. I always read the book as an allegory, as a disguised philosophical argument. "Existence" is frequently mentioned, as are "animal," "sex," "fuck," and "violence." I love the words "pow erfully" and "enormously" and "relentlessly" and "bottomlessly." I use "investigation" and "exploration" and "excavation" and "exami nation" and "rigorous" over and over. What would I do without "meditation"? There's always an implied love story between me and the writer?me loving the book, loving the writer. "Candor" is key?being willing to say what no one else is willing to say. The act of writing is inevitably viewed as an act of courage ("brave" is all over the place). Life's difficult, maybe even a drag; language is your book is about. Life is shit. We are shit. This, alone, will save us?this communication.
